they simply don't know. Labels have no meaning whatever for
them. They are not Impressionists, or Post-Impressionists, or
Neo-Primitives, or Surrealists or this or that. They are just
painters, or etchers, or sculptors, or whatever they may be,
and trying to say what they have to say as well as each mother's
child of them can say it. And that is as true of Cox as of anyone
else. He was in his last years what we should now call an
Impressionist and one of outstanding importance; but to himself
he was just an artist, and that simple word of such high nobility
remains his most fitting description. An artist and a master
among artists, and one the vehicle of whose art was that love
without which none of Art's exponents can hope to touch true
greatness.

Not that Cox hoped for much; but the Power 'whereby the
day-spring from on high hath visited us' ensured that he
should see and translate the spirit of his homeland.

Better, than in that bedroom, to leave him here on the wind-
swept sands of Rhyl. . . painting . . . painting . . . painting . . .